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GBACIOUBNESS BECOMETHALL.

"A little graclousness on tho part of youth
and btauty go to tar." Extract.

Truel what'ls youth and beauty,
Bright eyes and tresses fair.

Without the gift of graclousness?
A gift, alaal too rare. iBut well, too, ltbecomcth.
This tender, thoughtful graco,

This courtesy to nil around.
The plainest form and face.

The gentle thought for others,
Forgetting self the while.

The willingness to minister
And human woe beguile:

The question asked in kindness,
Tho answer sweetly given,

'Will give the human countenanco
A beauty born of Heaven.

Jl fear lest ono should utter
Rude words to pain some heart,

Or do an action thoughtlessly
To make the teardrops start;

A curbing of the temper,
A bridling of the tongue,

When for the good of other souls,
Will mako the old seem young.

Then more than faultless features.
And more than golden hair,

Kegard tho gift of graclousness.
Oh! maiden, sweet and fair.

That when you go forth dally, .
The thought of every mind

Will be: sho is so beautiful.
Because she Is so kind!

3T. r. Ledger.

A HEART'S PROBLEM.
BT CHAHI.ES GIBBON.

Author of "Robin Gray," "Far Lack of Gctd,"
"In Honor Bound," "For the King."

" Queen of the Meadow," Etc -

CHAPTER II. Co.nti.vced.
Itls on your account that I write, after

waiting so long to hear from vou. The feelings
of a father have overcomn me at length, and I
am oMiged to be the first to hold out the
band of tricndshlp. although it would have
S leased me much If you had been tho first to

o so. It would bavo shown me, for Instance,
that you regarded me as something more than
a mere acquaintance, from whom you could
separate yourself on account of a trilling mis-
understanding. However, let that piss alo.

"The serious object of my letter is to induce
you to come hero at once. 1 havo heard from
several quarters that you have got into deep
waters, and that you aro neither happy nor
comfortable. This is most unfortunate, ray
dear boy, and distresses mo exceedingly. But
I believe it is in my power to help you, if you
are willing to help yourself by following my
counsels The matter will not wait, and I
therefore beg 'of you not to I03oa moment In
communicating with me aftor you recelvo
this. If you arc in London, telegraph, and
come by the first train you can catch. It is of
vital Importance that you should act promptly.
1 make no attempt to explain my project here,
but wait anxiously for your arrival.

"Now let no foolih qualms or unnatural
stand in tho way of your own good

fortune, and of thefcapplness of
"Your cvor affect'e father.

"HKNItV rALTnoiiPE."
Mr. Calthorpe apparently could not

atlord space or time to write the word
"affectionate" in full.

Although not (juite blind to the bom-bast-

strain in which his father in-

dulged, Maurice was too much ashamed
of himself for tho hesitation he had felt
in opening the letter to think of any-
thing but the fact that it asked him to
forgive the pat. It is true ho ought to
have been the first to seek the reconcili-
ation. He had been obstinate, he had
been selfish, and his father had been
generous. Thus blaming himself, a
tlood of kindly memories rushed upon
him, and he "resolved to obey the sum-
mons without delay. His offence as-

sumed an exaggerated apect in these
reflections, and it became more culpable
in his eyes when he read this postscript,
which had almost escaped him:

"P.?. Do not forget that jears do not
creep, but Hy with me now. and in the course
of nature you cannot ha e the opportunity ot
spending many with mo. Vou know how.I
dislike surh dNigreo.ib'o thoughts, and so
you can uniei-tn- nd how keenly 1 feel our
estrnnzement when I have permitted myself
to refer to them in writinir H. C"

Genuine feeling was expressed there,
"however superficial might be the letter
itself. Maurice hastily wrote a te'e-gra-

to the effect that he would be
at Calthorpe that evening, and rang for
some one to take it to the

It .vas Lucy who answered th bell.
At the sight of her his eagerness to de
part was suddenly cneckcu, ana the j

messnge which he was about to dispatch
assumed the form ot a cloud rising be-

tween them. He had not yet owned.
even to himself, that he loved her; but
at this moment he was conscious that
one of the chief elements in his iov at
the approaching reconciliation with his
father lay in the thought that he would
be ab'e under his own name openly to
woo and win her. At the same time
there Hashed upon him the question.
Would his father ever consent to the
union of the last representative of the
ancient family of Calthorpe of Calthrope
with the adopted daughter of a tailor?
The cloud rising between them became
more distinct and more impenetrable.

Lucy observed the Hush upon his
usually pale face; and although it was
impossible to divine whether or not his
expression was one of pleasure, she was
glad to see him look so well.

Maurice impulsively threw aside that
disturbing question which had arisen in
his mind, and took her hand.

" Something has occurred which
obliges me to leave hero toAlay; but it
has made me happy, because it will en-
able me to return sooner than I ex-
pected. I should be anxious to return,
if"

He stopped. His movement and his
speech had been so rapid that Lucy had
no time to think of how should act
or what she should say. The blood
tingled in her cheeks, her pulse quick-
ened, and something that was not paia
seemed to rise in her throat stifling any
exclamation of her bewilderment.

The awkwardne;s which had com-
pelled him to pause "was due to the sud-
den consciousness that an abrupt con-
fession of his love might distress her.
What right hid he to imagine that she
had ever thought of him with any feel-
ings save those of friendship? And yet
the confidence with which she allowed
her hand to rest in his. the wondering,

expression
in her eyes, gave him hope. Still, he
would not venture to tell her all his
thought.

"I" was going to say, anxious to re-
turn if all goes well with me.' Then I
shall have a surprise for you."

'A pleasant one, I hope," she an-
swered, smiling.

"1 hope so, too." he said, with a cer-
tain emphasis in hi3 tone, and presin
her hand. "It will depend upon you
whether the surprise is a pleasant one
or not."

' Upon me, Mr. Esmond?" she said,
juietly. as she withdrew her hand.

" Yes: but you must wait till I come
hack to learn why. Sow will you ask
Teddv to take this telegram to the

He did not remember in his haste that
any one looking at the telegraph form
would learn his real name. He had
simply doubled up the paper, with a
shilling inside, and Lucy "took it to
Teddy, who, ready to obey her in any-
thing, hastened to dispatch the message.
It so happened that the clerk was doubt-
ful about the orthography of the name,
and asked Teddy if it was Culthorpe or
Calthorpe.,

"It's not that at all; it's Esmond,"
Was the answer.

"Therms nn Tlcmnml- - lmi-- ' caiA ,n
clerk, handing him the paper. I

Teddy was puzzled when ho read the
names; but the suspicions which he en-

tertained about the occupant of the first-flo-

jront enabled him to solve the diffi-

culty' to his own satisfaction. The man
was an informer, or something as bad,
and Esmond was not his real name. He
read the message several times, in or-

der to impress it, as well as the address,
on his memory, and gave it back to the
clerk.

It's all right, sir; just send it as it,
is.'"

When Teddy got into the street he
halted for a minute, as if doubtful about
the direction in which he should turn.
If he liad just run a long race up hill he
could not have been more out of
breath than he was now, with his breast
heaving, and what wits, ho had utterly
confused, while there seemed to be a
couple of large Catherine wheels before
his eyes, scattering fiery sparks in all
directions. All this was tho effect of
his momentous discovery. It was per-
fectly clear to him that his father,
mother, and, bitterest of all, even Lucy,
had been nursing a serpent which had
crawled into their household in order to
destroy (hem.

His first idea wa3 to bo off to the
"Boys," tell them what he had dis-

covered, and ask them to deal promptlv
with the enemy; but how could ho tell
what might happen at homo during his
absence? Maybe the minions of tho
tyrant government were already at tho
house, and its inmates beingdragged in
chains to a common jail! Teddy's
imagination had been so fired by the
oratorical horrors in which some of his
countnmen delighted, that ho rushed
wildly to the rescue of his parents and
Lucy. As he approached tho house, a
cab drove off from the door, and there
were his father and mother standing in
the doorwav, quietly noddinjr and
smiling, as if bidding a cheery goou-o- y

to some one. Behind them in the shop
he could see Lucv, and all his wild vis
ions of the ruined home, of the chains,
and the jail were dispelled.

"Hasn't there been anyone here?"
he gasped, glancing alternately at his
father and at the cab rapidly driving
away.

"Yes," answered O1 Bryan, blithely,
"there's an order for two suits of
mournin'; wanted inahurry, of course."

"But I mean anybody in particular,"
whispered Teddv, with a comical at-

tempt to be tragic and mysterious. "I
mean anybodv from the any
body set on by that ruffian we've been
bavin' in the house."

What's the matter with the bov?"
ejaculated Mrs. O'Bryan. "Sure it
can't be Mr. Esmond lie's meanin'?"

Teddy's notion of expressing digni
fied contenrnt was to fold his arms, to
lift his chin nigh, and to look downward,
as if he were studying the proportions
of his nose, whilohe protruded his lips
and spoke slowly.

"Mother, you" don't understand these
things, and so you'd better leave them
to us. There has been no Mr. Esmond I

here; any way. that wasn't his name,
He's been deccivin' all,-an- not any '

one ot you would listen to me when I
told you so; but I knew what I was say- - I

in', and now I can prove it."
All this dignity was as usual, lost on j

O'Bryan, who only laughed at his son's
jrrand airs.

"Then if Esmond isn't his name,
what is it?"

"It's Maurice Calthorpe; and he's
been writin' to another Calthorpe, and
he's on his wa3r to join him this min-
ute."

Lucy drew back farther into the shop
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she to this and was satisiicd by
It's said ' some means his had

O'Bryan, still but he again for at least. He
Toddy's he muttered in a was therefore, in the to

he scratched his himself; and the were
bald pate with his thimble, "It'sniighty
queer.

CHAPTER III.
ritir.xn .mux.

In SUnlijrllt the little Station Of Dun- -
thorpe looked very red and white, and '

so new that itappcaredto be unfinished. .

Except on market days there was no
bustle on the platform; a !

any vantage, in palmiest
signs of active We place. succeeded more

porter would cross and friends occa- -
rccross tne line witn no apparent object;
the with a slip of yellow
paper in his hand, would a placid
survey of tho rails; the booking-cler- k

would leisurely open his wicket and
(sometimes) issue half a dozen tickets.
On wet evening station was
dismal enough inward and outwa-

rd-bound passengers eager to get
from it Heavy drops of rain

falling from the eaves of the roofs
plashed into tin3' pools, which reflected
the feeble lights of the lamps. Then a
cold wind sweeping up hollow com-
pleted the discomforts of the station.

So Maurice jumped from tho
train he was pleased to find his father's
man waiting for him with a pony
phneton.

"Glad to you back, was the
man's cheery salutation.

"Thank you, Harris. How is mv
father?"

"Bright sir, bright as ever; and
ever."

Dismal as the evening was, Maurice
experienced a sense of exhilaration as
he was driving along the familiar road
toward his home. The hedgerows were
like thick walls, ana clumps of
trees formed opaque masses, showing
curious outlines against the dull gray
sky. He could distinguish the wa3side
cottages and farmsteads, which seemed
like friends repeating to him Harris'
cherry welcome; and gurgle of the
river as crossed narrow bridge
recalled pleasant memories of fishing
and shooting exploits.

Hisbuovancvof spirit, however, grad- -
ualty PP'0 place to a of
as he drew uib house, uuiuu his
mind's eve saw his father at last broken ,

down and so ionei3 that lie called upon
his refractory to come and comfort
him in his declining
not help thinking of him thus, in suite
of the assurance Harris had given him
for he his father was proud

display any weakness to others.
This changed wonder when,

as the phaeton emerged the dark
avenue, Maurice felt his eyes dazzled
by a blaze of light from the windows of
Calthorpe House. The face of the
building presented three gables, with a
graceful drapery of ivy. through which
in summer peeped white and yellow
roses; and, surrounded by dense
beries and huge it had a comfort- -
able, settled expression, j

i seuiiieu 10 De launm? hl i

bleakness of the night, and hugging
itself with consciousness of a cozy
interior.

my father friends with him to-
night?" inquired Maurice.

" Didn't you know, sir? I thought
that was you came home. A heap
of company, been making ready
them this or more.
great soldier come back from the wars,
and master is giving him a grand wel-
come."

"Indeed! What is the gentleman's
name?"

" Colonel Cuthbert of the Cnth-ber- ts

of Hollyford; and they do say a
stunnin1 soldier, that has won ever

battles."

Maurice, astounded by what ho
heard, and became puzzled almost
the degree of bewilderment by what he
saw h entered thehouso. There
was nothing to suggest it was tho
residence ofan impoverished gentleman.
There were brightness, warnrtlj, and an
atmosphere of ease ' everywhere. The
room, formerly own, had been pre-
pared for him, and a glad fire tho

hangings of 'Window and bedstead
look as if they had renewed their youth.

The contrast between all this nnd
sad home which had expected en-

ter caused Maurice to question whether
or not he'was dreaming.

"Mr. Calthorpe is dressing, sir,"
said a servant, "and bade me say that
ho would bo glad you for a few
minutes in his room.

Maurice at proceeded his
father's dressing-roo- pleased
that ho would presently have a satis-
factory explanation of the enigm i which
preplcxed him.

Mr. Henry Callhorpo was nearly
seventy, tall, slender and agile; face

head encircled a
wreath of white curls, . hands delicate,
and yet suggestive of somo nervous

held both hands put his
son, and received him with an air of
paternal friendliness and dignity.

Maurice had come comfort and for-

give; he felt as if he were being gra-
ciously pardoned and welcomed by a
tender-hearte- d parent as a penitent

have just come in time.

when heard this. visit, that
" ravin' again are," father got affairs

laughing; when into order a time
heard story mood
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"You

Maurice," said the father, with a
pleasant smilo on his sallow and almost
wrinkleless face. "I am sorry you did
not receive my letter sooner, so thatj'ou
might havo come prepared for th!s even-
ing. Colonel Cuthbert is an excellent
fellow, and I particularly wish you to
show him attention. He is to bo our
neighbor, you know or perhaps JI

, ought to say iottr neighbor, remember-
?ntr linw nlil T nm."

There was such a droll mixture of
with an undercurrent

of feeling that the present was an oc-

casion on which some sentiment should
be shown, that Maurice began to see
the comic side of the position. And so:

"You seem well enough, sir, to bo
able to say 'our neighbor. Time has
dealt kindly with you, and I hope it will
continuo to do so for many years. Cer-
tainly your letter dU not lead me to ex-

pect to find you"
"To findnie so well," interrupted Mr.

Calthorpe, with a graceful movement of
tho hand, as if deprecating any further
reference to his letter. "You are not
sdrry, I hope, to d'scover that I can still
enjoy myself in the old way?"

"On the contrary, I am delighted."
"Glad to hear it:; but it is only once

in a while now, and the intervals be-

tween my en 03 niwits are long. Theire!
we must have no unpleasant thoughts

and none either, if
wo can help it. Forget and forgive
that is to be our motto. Now go and
get yourself ready, and remember it is
important most important for your
own sake that should mako a good
impression upon everybody,

"But 1 do not quite understand."
"There is no time to explain at pres--

ent You shall learn cver3 thingas soon
as our friends have gone. I promise
you some surprise, and a good deal of
pleasure, I hope. Now go, and join mo
in the drawing-roo- as tjiiiekly as 3011
can.

Although this brief interview had not
given Maurice much information, he j

was relieved of the feeling of awkward- -

ness with which he had looked forward '

few exceptions old acquaintances, glad
to see h'm. he was soon almost as happy
in their midst as if there had been no
dreary interval of banishment between
this ant! thmr last nitwtinn-- His father
hml nlwnvn nnn nntnlil ris nn Pvnnllnnt
wt. roiiihiiiino- - the tnot of a woman in
assorting the company with the genius
of adinlomntist for mnkinn- ,nch mmst
display himself or herself to the best ad- -

sjon
In tho drawing-roo- and in the din

ing-roo- Maurice's wonder grew: since
writing that letter which had brought
him home, his father must have found
Aladdin's lamp, he thought; and

he came.to regard the guest of the
evening, Colonel Cuthbert as being in-

timately associated with the marvels he
beheld.

The Colonel was a g gen-
tleman of average height and wiry
frame. A large head, strongly marked,

features, dark eyes, and
bush3 iron-gra- hair, whiskersaud mus-
tache, were the chief characteristics of
the outer man. His thin straight lips
were indicative of firmness, and his
whole appearance was that of one who
speaks little and doe's much. Although
somewhat reserved in manner with new
acquaintances, he was alwa3-- s courteous,
and those who were admitted to his
friendship soon discovered that his na-
ture was singularly gentle and simple.

Long ago he had left his home, "un-
der a cloud," the gossips said. There
was a woman in the case, of course, and
hints of painful events and family dis
agreements. The storv had been almost
forgotten, but his reappearance in the
neighborhood of the scenes of his 3Touth
refreshed the memories of the gossips,
and absurd versions of the cause of his
long absence were speedity in circula-
tion. The delicate Veil of
which hung over his past rendered him
an object of interest to the more

sex and of some curiosity to
the men.

Despite the difference of their years,
,1 1 - ,i."
friends. They talked much together
during the evening: and before the Col- -'

onel took his leave it was arranged that'
Maurice should visit him on the follow-
ing day at Hollyford.

When good-by- e had been said to the
last guest, Mr. Calthorpe took his son's
arm and drew a long breath of relief,
although his face was radiant with sat-
isfaction.

"Thank Heaven, that's over! Come
along with me to the library, where wo
can lay aside our company manners, and
you can smoke. Ytfc found Cuthbert
agreeable, I hope?" he continued as
theycro3sed the hall.

"I do not remember ever having met
anybody with whom L became so inti--

.iuk - ouw ouv.4. uui.
That is excellent; and vou will like

him better the more you know him. He
is a capital fellow."

This enthusiastic admiration of anoth-
er man presented a phase of his father's
character which Maurice could not re-

member ever having observed before.
He had known him go in rhapsodies
about a horse, but never about a man.

He has certainlyinterested me very
much. I didn't know that .you were
old friends," said Maurice lighting his
cigar.

" Oh yes, I knew him very well in my
salad days," replied Mr. Calthorpe, as
he seated himself in an ir by
the hearth. He was not so quiet then
as he is now; he had a lot of 'go' in

him, as you would say, and we all
thought he would do something remark-
able.7'

"And so ho has, I understand."
"True, but he would havo done 0

great deal more if he had not made a
fool of himself to beginwitb. However,
that's bis affair, and our own affairs are
what we have to talk about

" I confess that I am more interested
in that subject, sir, than in Colonel
Cuthbert When I was coming hero I
was afraid that "

"That you would find me in a worse
plight than when we parted. I dare say
vou think my lugubrious letter was all
Iiumbug come, be quite frank with
me."

"I should not be frank with you,"
began Maurice, after a brief struggle to
find words which should convej his
meaning with the least chance of being
misinterpreted, "if I did not confess
that I began to think you had written to
me when you wefc in a depressed state
of mind."

The father, with d eyelids,
scanned the pale, honest face of his son;
then, coolly:

" Well, I suppose that was natural; I
had an attack of gout at the time, and
as one gets on in voars that sort of
thing does affect tne humor in which
we speak or write. Probably our best
course will bo for both of us to thank
the gout since it has brought us to-

gether."
" I am glad to be here," was all Mau-

rice said.
"Then, in tho first place, let mo try

to putjou at ease on one important sub-

ject I havo not the remotest design
upon theentaiL"

TO BE CONTINUED.

Much Ado About Nothing-- , ,

When Modjeska first played Camillo
in New York the management in order
to add a final touch of pretty realism to
tho room in the cottage where Armand's
father comes to see her, .had a live
canary hung in its cage in tho window.
Unfortunately tho bird was good a song-
ster, and when Camillc was on the stage
and the scene hnd commenced, began to
sing shrill and clear. The noise wns too
much, and after attempting to bear it
for a minute or two, Modjeska found
thattheuuaccustomedsounddroveevery
word of her part out of her head. This
could not go on. It was one of tho
most important scenes of the play
Armand's father was already on tho
stage. No ono guessed her difficulty,
no one came to help her. Dr'ven to
despair, she did tho only thing that oc-
curred to her as possible. She took the
cage down, and, going tq one of the win-
dows in tho scenes, dropped it through.
Then she turned round and went on with
the scene. From the front it looked as
if Camille were rather a passionate per-
son, to throw her pet canar3" out of the
window, because its song was too shrill;
in realit3, of course, sho merely drop-
ped the bird-cag- o on to tho stage out-
side the scene, where a scene-shifte- r

could pick it up without being visible
from the front, and carry it awaj. But
the oddest part of the affair was that'
tho next day Mmc. Modjeska received a
letter from the Society for the Preven-
tion of Cruelty to Animals, demanding
to know what had happened to the bint,
reproaching her for enacting a mock
traged3' on tno stage while, in conse
qm'nco of her deed, a real tragedy might
have been taking place behind. Mme.
Modjcska's agent had to go in person
to tho oihco of the secretary and assure
them that tno bird was not dead, nor
harmed in any way. It seems strange,
with so much" actual cruelty to animals
every day requiring the attention of the
society; that it should have concerned
itself with such an incident Temple
Bar.

In a Loudon Fog.

Somo years ago a very dense fog set-
tled in London and its suburbs. For
four days people mado their way about
as well as they could by tho aid of cas
and torches. This aid was of little use,
as the fog was so very thick. At night
vou could not, as they sa3 "see your
hand beforo

A gentleman was going homo from a
friend's house on tho first night of this
fog. He could get no sort ot carriage,
and had to walk more than two miles.
Ho groped along for the first mile by
tho help of a torch, and thought he
should soon be safe at home, when all
at once the torch went out.

What was ho to do? Ho had no idea
which wa3 to go. He was afraid to go
forward, afraid also to turn to tho right
or to the left

After a step or two he came to somo
railings. "Now," said ho, "I'm all
right I can feel my waj' along by
these railings, and when I get to the
end I will try and find some wall or
other help to guide me."

So on ho went, thinking the railings
extended a very long way. Suddenly
he came against another man, also plod-
ding along by keeping a hand on the
railings.

" Can you tell me, sir, where I am?"
asked the gentleman.

"Well,'said the man, "I think we
are walking around Dempster's railings
that inclose the oval opposite his school.
I've been going around this railing for
the last hour, and I think I may as well
stop now. What say 3ou?"

"I don't see that we .shall do much
good bv- - going on," replied the gentle-
man. So there the3 stood laughing at
their situation till a wagon came along,
and e light from the driver's tordi
they managed to find tkeir way home.

Uur Little Ones.

Two practical jokers of Nashville
ordered a great quantity of perishable
produce from a dealer, and represented
that it was for a third party, whom,
they said, would pay the bill. The said
third nartv niomntlv renndiatpd thP
obligation, and the practical jokers fail
to smile from behind the bars of a jail
cell. A judge without a huge annrecia
tion of the humorous saw in.the feitivitj
nothing but "obtaining goods by false
pretenses." Ar. 0. Ficajune.

A Georgia woman attempted to cut
out her tongue, and succeeded only in
splitting that unruly member from the
roots to the tip. No attempt was made
to unite the two parts, and it is fair to
presume that her loquacity will be dou-
bled in consequence. Her husband will
be forgiven if he dies by his own hand.

Chicago Herald.

A Nevada boy thought, that if bo
could look into the barrel of a pistol
and see the light of a matck hold near
the percussion, tube, then surclv the
pistol could not'le loaded. I Ho will, if
he recovers, wear fake teetl, talk with
a split tongue, and take it Jor granted
that all shooting-iron- s are always loaded.

The joint wealth of thirty New
Yorkers is estimated at overja thousand
million dollars. (

Of all things that mai possesses
women alone take pleasurl in being
possessea. joauieroe.

Clothing fer little Frita.

It is said a great many babies dio
svery year for want of sufficient cloth-
ing. Children do not need heavy clothes,
but they do need warm, light flannels.
Little children are on tho floor a great
deal, and aro more exposed to colds
than grown persons, when not too
small, they should have flannel or meri-
no underclothes. Two suits will cost
less than a doctor's visit, and if your
babies are not properly protected from
tho cold you wul be very apt to have tho
doctor visit you a good many times.
Babies too small for underwear can be
mado comfortable with flannel diaper
drawers tho color of the stockings.
Three pairs aro needed. From half to
three-fourt- of a yard are required.
They should be cut halt handkerchief
shape, and then hollowed out to fit
around the legs snugly. A little cro-
cheted edge of zephyr or Saxony finishes
them neatly. Five buttons should be
on the pointed part The top button
iolds both button-hole-s on the band

around the waist
Children's shoes are apt to havo very

thin soles until number four's can be
worn. After cold weather comes on,
cut of paste-boar- d a little small-
er than the sole, and cover with Canton
or woollen flannel. An old, felt hat
makes a good lining for little shoes.
Shaker flannel is the most sensible for
children's wear, as it does not shrink in
washing, is warm, and wears well.
There is a quality of scarlet flunnel (it
is all cotton) which has a very short
nap, closely resembling Shaker flannel,
which sells at sixteen cents per yard. It
is said to wash without fading. This
will make pretty and cheap skirts, if it
is fast color, and a very pretty edge
in shell stitch can be crocheted on the
edge by first doubling the Saxony in a
zephyr needle and button-holin- g tho
edge after it is hemmed. Mako the
stitches a quarter of nn inch long.
When you have been around once, com-
mence crocheting, using only overv oth
er one of tho button-hol- e stitches. Put
four stitches in tho first row of shells,
four in the second, and five in the last
I am not familiar with the terms used
in describing crochet work, but any ono
who understands the simplest stitch can
readily do this. Any number of rows
can be knitted, but I think three makes
tho trimming deep enough for a little
child. Work a vine in doublo herring-
bone stitch, with white linen thread,
above the hem, and you will find it a
great improvement

Warm, little hoods, of Saxony, are
knit in the sholl stitch I have described
above, and lined with merino or silk.
The cost is a trifle. A cut of Saxony
will knit two. Glengarry caps in car-
dinal aro much worn. They aro
crocheted at first jtut like a mat and
when tho desired size is reached, de-

crease ono stitch every row till the cap
is small enough for the head, when knit
half a dozen rows plain. Finish with a
sholl edge, nnd on top set a zephyr ball,
steamed and trimmed into shape.

Very durable little dresses for chil-
dren aro mado of small, shepherd's
plaid, or plain gray flannel. They
should be lined. A good way is a
simple, close-fittin- g sacquo almost like
an apron, with a four to h plait-
ing set up on tho dress. Brighten with
Scotch plaid bands, or rows of bright-colore- d

worsted b: aid, or somo d

embroidery in zephyr or Sax-on- 3.

Short-sleeve- d aprons
of white goods over these little, dark
dresses aro verj prett3'. and can bo made
of tho cheapest materials. Ono lad3'
whoso children are always prettily
dressed makes uso of tho fivoccnt
pique. She says it wears well and does
up very oasilj. Tho woven Swiss trim-
ming is prettier than embroidery, wears
very much better, and can bo had in
handsome patterns at from five to fifteen
cents per yard. A very pretty quality
of cross-barre- d goods can bo got now
that it is out of season for fifteen cents
per 3'ard. Economical mothers can find
many bargains now in summer goods
which havo not yet been put away; and
as most such goods aro remnants, most
merchants are willing to dispose of them
at a bargain rather than carry them
over. Cor. Louisville Home and Fire-
side.

How the Oil Market is Influenced.

In many of the towns in the oil region
are exchanges. The majority of mem-
bers do not contino themselves to a
brokerage business. Many of tho pro-
ducers hold scats in tho exchanges, and
the operations of the largest and shrewd-
est producers are not conducted so much
with the view of producing oil to be
sold for a profit at the ruling price, as
with tho object of influencing tho mar-
ket in a way to make their speculation
in oil and territory
profitable. The market is influenced in
many ways bv the opening of wells in
new territorv, by the 'condition of the
money market, by the weather, by other
causes 01 more or less importance, and
now and then by tho irresistible stroke
of a corporation.

With one or two exceptions all the
known tracts of Pennsyl-
vania and New York are bound bj-- belts
of unproductive wells which, in the ex-

pressive language o'f the region, are
called dry holes or dusters. The

rock, lying sometimes nearly
2,00b Yeet below the surface of the
ground, has been laboriously tapped at
intervals so frequent that its outlines are
marked on maps of the region with
almost absolute accuracy. The area
and capacity of these tracts being
known, nothing is expected of them
beyond a dimishing yield until the rock
refuses to give up oil in paying quanti-
ties. But producers are constantly
studying tho region with the object of
finding localities in which to drill new
wells at a distance from all others in
the hope of striking rock that will yield
largely. These isolated wells are called
wild-cat- If such a well proves to be
a valuable one. it is considered that a
new area of rock has been
found, and the opening of the well will
will have a depressing effect on the oil
market in proportion to the strength of
the flow. If the well has shown any
indication of a favorable character, but
proves to be a duster, the promise of
increased production in that quarter is
destroyed, and the market is strength-
ened.

It is thus for the interest of the owner
of the well to keep secret the result of
the drilling until he has made his trans-
actions in the market in anticipation of
the oQect likely to bo produced when
the facts about it are made public. If
the well is a gushor, it is form's interest
to keep it a mystery till he has secured
leases of the lands lying around it for
these suddenly rise to enormous prices
on the opening of the well, in view of
the promise of a new tract awaiting de-

velopment All tho prominent opera-
tors have men in their employ whose
business is to find out the truth about
these mysteries. The field men so em-

ployed arc called scouts or
and between them and the owner of
wild-ca- t wells tho shrewdest strife of
the oil regions is carried on.

The state of the money market affects
the price of oil in the same way that it
influences prices in the New York Stock

Exchange. The Interest charged foe
carrying oil bought on a margin is called
the carrying rate. Tho weather affects
the market, becanso in times of drought
water cannot be obtainedfor feedingthe
boilers used in drilling and pumping,
and tho production of oil falls off. A
powerful corporation can influence the
market by its own unerring methods,
and when such a body deems it worth
while to let its heavy hand fall on the
speculating community, those whe
wholly escapo harm aro fortunate.
Bradford (Pa.) Cor. N. T. Bun.

What Become! of Knives!

A solemn problem is presented by the
inquiry, What becomes of pins? The
disappearance of cans which have con-
tained fruit, baked beans and othei
alluring articles of diet is another un-
solved enigma. No ono is wise enough
to trace the whoreabouts of the mass oi
horseshoes which are always coming
off, and which, of course, can not all be
found. But with tho lost chords oi
music and the lost arts must be reckoned
the immenso body of disappearing
contrivances for cutting and slashing
familiarly known as knives. Reference
is here made not to the table knife.putty,
pallet knife or chopping knife, but to
the pocket knife, that humble instru-
ment of pleasure and pain, and to the
knife of the boy, and not of tho gravei
and older class of whom tho boys are
fathers. What becomes of boys' pocket
knives? Arithmetically the question is
a large one. A country village with its
hundred boys loses at feast on an aver-
age a knife and a half for each boy every
year. Tho boy who never loses a knife
is to be ranked with the boy. who nevet
wets his feet falls off a fence, shrieks,
whistles, laughs or cries when ho ought
not; tho phenomenal children who are
grave from tho first and who prefer
to sit soberly by tho fireside with the
latest volume of tho "Climbing Club
Series" rather than to indulge in noisy
snorts. If this village bo multiplied bv
tho number of towns in the State, and
allowance bo made for a greater popu-
lation, the annual aggregate is enor-
mous for a single State; and what aheap,
of strayed knives, if brought together
would be the result of tabulating
the statistics for all the States! Put-
ting the figures at tho lowest
reasonable numbers, it is within bounds
to say, according to Prof. Chit of the
Metropolitan Academy, that atleast sev-
en million knives are lost each year in
tho United States; or, to use a method
of illustration not unknown to the men-
tal arithmetics, if an active boy on a
bicycle should take a knifo at a time,
and, starting from tho Park street gate
of the Common, deposit tho knife in the
center of the parade ground and return
for another, allowing fifteen minutes
for each trip, the transportation of these
lost knives would take 105,000.000 min-
utes, or 1,750,000 hours. Theso hours
would make nearly 73,000 days, or
about 200 years, at the end of which
time both boy and bicycle would be
worn out and tho knives would have
been lost again several times. Every-
body lose3 a knifo at proper or improp-
er intervals of time, but what right-mind-

boy ever finds ono? The ur-

chins who find knives are tho outcasts
who in tho country stay away from
school, possibly hooking Jack, and catch
a good string of fish; who crawl under
tho circus tent and aro not caught; or
who in various ways transgress the
school and home laws', and escape much
injury. Or they aro city Arabs whoso

aro keen as those of a bird of prey,
and whose hands are swift to clutch a
bit of plunder out of tho mire. The re-

spectable, proper boy by no accident
ever finds his own or any other boy's
knife. The chances aro altogether that
a boy deserving a card of merit or a
medal for goodconduct would go across
a State certainly across lihodo Island

in search of wandered knives, and re-

port at home without a single
trophy. j.nero must no a meas-
ure of impropriety and irregularity in
a lad who finds s. A new
teacher in a boys' school in Idaho
began his duties by the simple inquiry:
"How many boys present ever found a
knife?" Four of the pupils held up
their hands, and were at onco put on
the black list Before a week was past
these boys had shown their true colors.
The knife test for wickedness is as sure
as tho peppermint test for sewer pipes.
There are undoubtedly deposits of lost
knives several layers deep all over New
England and other of tho older States.
Year after year the strata are pressed
lower by the t mass.
Rust and other sources of decay affect
tho blade and wear away the handle.
Doubtless if the lowest, stratum ol
knives were now upturned the changed
appearance of the fossilized implements
lost fifty years or one hundred or mor
years ago would be taken by some in-

vestigators to point to a race of pre-
historic men. The size of the men who
handled them, the slope of the owners'
foreheads, and the peculiarconformation
of their hands would be inferred, and a
new argument in archaeology would be
constructed. In due time the speci-
mens would be placed in a private mu-
seum and labels tell of tho place of their
discovery; while visitors." diffident of
their ability to disprove the theory ol
the experts, who might say, under the
breath, that the discoveries resembled
modern pocket cutlery. Would be told
they lacked the scientific spirit which
is willing to accept the indisputable re-

sult of investigation. If lost knives are
not some day at the bottom of a new
theory of geological formation, the signs
fail which nave usualjy been trust-
worthy. Boston Advertiser.

A Nice Mother.

Last week a little boy, while fishing
from the Chain Pier at Brighton, fefl
into the sea. His cries for help were
heard by a gentleman who happened to
be on the pier at the time a Mr. F. C.
Tudor and he, in tho most plucky
manner, immediately jumped in after
tneiao, ana succeeded in saving mm,
although in doing so he nearly lost his
own life. Now. we hear a great deal
of British pluck, and of late we have
been caUcd upon to laud and admire ad
nauseam the courage of our soldiers
and sailors in Egypt; but to my mind
this act of Mr. Tndor's 13 far more
worthy of admiration than any of the
wonderful exploits we have been told
about our Egyptian heroes.' But some-
how we only seem to go into ccstacies
over taking away life, instead of over
saving it Tho following incident in
connection with this adventure shows
another phase of human nature. The
rescued boy was taken in an insensible
condition to the house where Mr. Tu-
dor was staying. Directly the lad

consciousness, and his address
was ascertained, a messenger was sent
to tell his mother of tho accident and
of tho condition of her son. On hear-
ing what had taken place, she asked
the messenger to tell tho gentleman
that she would come round directly she
had finished cooking her dinner. Lon-
don Truth.

New York City pays $7,000,000 :
year for it3 religion and 322,000.000 for
its drinks.

Belgnlng Sovereigns

The Ootha Court Calendar makes its
sppearance fof the' hew year with its
sustomary details about tho reigning and
princely houses of tho world and tho po-
litical and statistical information which
make it an almost indispensable book o!
reference. This year's issue is embel-
lished with four beautifully executed
jteel engravings the first representing
the famous Berlin photograph, entitled
"The Four Kaisers," namely Kaiser
William, his son, grandson and great
grandson; the second. King Milan, of
bervia; the third, the Queen of Servia;
and the fourth, President Arthur. The
portraits of all are remarkably well
done, being speaking likenesses, in every
case. Kaiser William still heads the list
of sovereigns arranged according to age,
being nearly eighty-si- while Dora
Pedro II. of Brazil has been longest on
the throne, for he commenced very
young six years old and Kaiser Wil-
liam liad reached his sixty-thir- d year
before he was crowned King of Prussia.
Queen Victoria is past sixty-thre- e and is
third on the list according to the date o!
reign commencement the Duke of
Brunswick being second. The following
list includes all the crowned heads of
Europe, with their ages and the dato
wnentney Degan to reign:

Accession. Age.
Dom PedroII ., Brazil 1831 6T
William, Brunswick 1831 78
Victoria. Great llritaln..... 1837 63
Frledrlcb Franz II., gcbwerln 1812 63
Ernst IL, 1844 61

Geonre, Waldock 1845 52
Francis Joseph - Austria 1843 63
William III., the Netherlands 1S49 SS
Frederick, Baden 1853 ss
Peter. Oldenbunr 1853 53
Charles Alexander, 61

Ernst 1853 68
Charles lit.. Monaco 1858 6t
John IT., Lichtensteln 1853 42
Heinrich XXII., Hcup Orelz 1859 38
Nicholas, Montenejrro 1860 41

Frederick William. Strclltz I860 63
Adolph, Scbaumbortr I860 63

William I., Prussia 1861 88
Louis I.. Portugal 1881 4
Geortro L.Greece 18CI 31

Christian IX., Denmark 1863 64

Louis IL, Bavaria 1864

Charles L, Wurtemberg 1864 33
Leopold II., Belgium 1865 60
Charles, Roumanla 1866 47

George IL, 1866 56
Henry XIV Reuss-Schle- 1867 50
Milan I.. Serrla 1868 sa
George, 44

William, Germany 1871

Frederlcb, Anhalt 1871 51

Oscar II., Sweden 1872 53

Albert, Saxony 1873 64

Alfonso XII., Spain 1874 21

Waldemar. 1875 53
Abdul Harald, Turkey 1876 40
LudwIflV., Hesse 1877 45

Humbert I., Italy 1378 3?
Leo XIII.. Pope 137S 75

Charles, Schwarzburg-Sonderhau-

son 1883 S

Alexander III., ltussla 1881 a
The Empress of Augusta of Germany

is seventy-one- , the Queen of Denmark
sixty-fiv- e and Queen Victoria of En--

sixty-thre- The Empress ol
razil rfnd Queen Olga of Wartemburg

have both reached sixty, while the
Eugenie, whose name is still

recorded in the place of honor in the
calendar, is fifty-si- The Queen oi
Saxony is forty-nin- the Empress ol
Austria fort3-fiv- e, the Queen of the
Belgians forty-si- the Queen of Sweden
forty-si- Queen Margaret, of Italy, is
fifty-tw- the Empress of Russia thirty-fiv- e,

and the Queen of Portugal thirty-fiv- e,

while tho three youngest are the
Queen of the Netherlands twenty-fou- r,

the Queen of Spain twenty-fou- r, and the
Quceu of Servia twenty-thre-

.

The Greatest Picture in the World.

In a small room, situated in the cornet
of the building, hung with a rich, warm;
red drapery and lighted bjone large
window, before which hangs a curtain ol
some light stuff, the light falls upon one
of the greatest pictures ever painted, a
pic.ture that always has been and always
will be one of the most celebrated in all
the realms of art, that wonderful crea-
tion of Raphael, the "Sistine Madonna."
There are copies of it everywhere, it has
been reproduced in every conceivable
manner by all grades of artists, from the
best to the worst, but in all the copies
there is nothing that can compare with
the wonderful original. There is .some
thing in it that cannot be reproduced.
There is a soul in it the influence oi
which no one but its creator could have
felt, and without that soul there is noth-
ing to the picture. The copies of it may
please the eye by correct drawing, per-
fect coloring, and faithful copying, but
until 'there is in them tho soulfulness
that beams from the eyes of the original
they can 'never exact homage from the
beholder.

The face of the Madonna is a simple
one but one that is worthy of the closes!
study. It seems to be the idealization ol
all that is pure and holy. The simple
face of the Virgin is of one who knew
and appreciated the greatness of the re-

sponsibility that had come upon her, but
jvho also felt the strength that would
enable her to bear it She stands there
with the child Jesus in her arms, with an
expression of the most absolute faith in,
and the most boundless reverence for,
the who ordained her to
be the mother of the Savior of mankind.
Her gaze goes out and beyond the pres-
ent and sees the wondrous glories that
are to come.
' In this face of a simple girl there is
Humanity and Divinity struggling for
mystery. There is the exaltation of her
wondrous position as the mother of the
Redeemer, that gives it the expression
of Divinity, but over the face of the
mother lies the shadow of the cross and
the crown of thorns, the agony of

death. There is a sublime exalt-

ation" at being the mother of the Re-

deemer, but that is 3ubdued by the cer-
tainty of the terrible suffering that tho
man Jesus must undergo to accomplish
his heavenly-ordaine- d mission. It is
this almost miraculous blending of the
Human and Divine, that makes the
wonder of this great work. It has
never been equaled. It cannot be copied.
But one mind was capable of conceiving
the great idea, and but one hand capable
of executing it No copyist was ever
subtle enough to combine the two in-

spirations in the face, the Human and
Divine. No matter how good the copy,
it gives no idea of the great original.
A curtain, before which, on the left,
kneels St. Sixtns and on the right St
Barbara, is drawn back, revealing the
Virgin bearing the child. Beneath and
around her are filmy clouds that seem
to stretch away to Heaven, while about
her head are the shadowy shapes of
countless cherubim, and below, at the
very bottom of the picture, are two
cherubs, the very personification of naive
innocence. The execution is as great as
the conception. In fact the one adds to
to the effect of the other. The drawing,
roloring, attitudes and expressions,
ihow the great power of the great man.
It is the work of a genius such as the
world never possesses but once. D. It.
Locke, in Toledo Blade.

An aged and wealthy Cincinnati
lady took a young man to live with her
as her son, he to manage the business
and she to provide for him and advance
money and property to him from timo
to time. Sho now comes into court
with a suit for $75,000, alleging that
after obtaining about30,000 from her
to pay for his education and establish
him in business, tho young man broke
his contract and refused to live with.'
her


